
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



120 



COSMOPOLITAN ART JOURNAL. 




SIEAUSS AND HIS WALTZ; 



Translated from the German. 

i TRAUSS is a second Orpheus, 
i whose tender-moving spirit-stir- 
ring, love-kissing music conquers 
the mostinveterate enemy of Terpsi- 
chore ; whose magic sounds soothe 
hearts, still sighs, dry tears, tame 
wild beasts, and move the stones them- 
selves. Strauss has written waltzes that 
are more to me than many operas. In 
seven of his measures, there is often more 
melody than in as many heavy scores of 
other musicians. What a fullness of sy- 
ren beauty, what a rich mine of poetry ; 
what an inexhaustible fount of ever-gush- 
ing melody ! And not the melody alone 
— the rhythm also with magical influence 
seizes the brain and enters the heart. His 
violin is a talisman, by which he draws 
from the depths of the human soul bright- 
est joy and deepest woe, and mingles 
them with master hand. The bow with 
which he draws these many-colored tones 
from his instruments is a magic wand 
which touches the grief-worn soul with 
the healing balsam of joy, and lends her 
wings to mount up into the heavens of 
peace. There are many waltz composi- 
tions as rich in melody, but few as rich in 
melting rhythm as those of Strauss — by 
turns skipping, humming, waltzing, glid- 
ing, and dancing, so inviting, so irresisti- 
ble that no dancer can withstand their 
witching influence. He is the idol of 
women. In every house, on every piano 
in Vienna, lie Strauss' waltzes. He has 
written over two hundred ; all are favor- 
ites, are all sung and trilled, and played 
throughout Europe. Cobbler and dandy 
hum and pipe them ; orchestra and barrel- 
organ play them. We hear them in the 
streets, at the ball, in the garden, and at 
the theatre. The dancing Viennese carry 
him on their shoulders and shout " Strauss 
forever." 

This Strauss, this waltz-hero, loved the 
daughter of a count. Sophie was her 
name. Her eye was bluer than Italy's 
heavens, and softer than the sweet light 
of the evening star. Grace and beauty 
were in every motion, and music in every 
tone. In a word, Sophie was beautiful. 
He would have given worlds to win but 
one glance of love, but she was cold and 
stern. Madness, indeed, for a poor musi- 
cian, with nothing but his violin, to dare 



to love the high-born Sophie, who had as 
many noble ancestors as he had waltzes. 

" Impertinent," said Sophie, and when 
he came to give her brother a lesson on 
the violin, she scarcely deigned him a 
look. Shortly afterward, Sophie was be- 
trothed to Count Robert, lord chamber- 
lain, who had, indeed, as many proud 
ancestors as Sophie, but beyond these and 
his titles, had nothing of which he could 
boast. 

One day when Strauss chanced to be 
alone with Sophie, he sank upon his knees 
before her, and with burning words de- 
clared his love, and besought her to give 
but one word or look of love ere he was 
quite driven to despair. But neither tears 
nor protestations moved her — she was cold 
and unfeeling as marble. "I am an affi- 
anced bride," she said haughtily, " and if 
I were not, think you I would become the 
wife of a poor musician ?" 

She turned scornfully away and left 
him alone in his grief and despair. The 
repentance which soon awoke in the heart 
of Sophie, unhappily came too late. The 
bridegroom and her father hastened the 
marriage — in eight days she would be the 
wife of Count Robert. The ceremony 
was to be performed in the great saloon of 
the city, and the Count called on Strauss 
to request him to lead the orchestra on 
that occasion, and to honor his bride with 
the composition of a new waltz. 

Strauss, the most miserable man in 
the universe, promised him both. " He 
wishes to wound me yet more deeply," 
said the unhappy man to himself — " but I 
forgive him ; and may she be happy — may 
she never repent her choice." He ad- 
dressed himself earnestly to his work. This 
waltz should be the interpreter of his pas- 
sion and his grief to Sophie. It should 
challenge at least her pity, if not her love. 
When all the great city slept, Strauss 
took his violin, opened his window, gazed 
out into the cold night, and improvised 
and moaned forth his sad tale of woe to 
the sweet stars above, that looked kindly 
down on the desolate and heart-stricken. 

The day of the wedding came at last. 
This fierce agony of love had given him 
a waltz, every measure of which spoke a 
longing sorrow, a wailing woe. The hall 
glistened and shoue with bright jewels, 
and brighter eyes ; but Sophie was more 
gloriously beautiful than all. The richest 
gems lent her their charms and their lus- 
tre ; the pure myrtle wreath bloomed in her 
golden hair, and the rare and costly bridal 



veil shaded her beautiful features from the 
gaze of the adoring crowd. Strauss, a 
haggard emaciated man, with brilliant, 
piercing black eyes, sharp, strongly 
marked features, dressed from head to foot 
in black, as though he had assumed this 
mourning livery for the bride now dead 
to him, stood sad and silent in the gallery 
above, directing the movements of the 
orchestra. Sophie danced now with one, 
now with another of the wedding guests 
and so often as she paused after the giddy 
whirl of the dance, she turned her eye 
toward the pale, grief-stricken Strauss, in 
his robes of sorrow and mourning, and 
met his look of despairing love. 

It was more than pity she felt — it was 
remorse, it was kindling love. A terrible 
pain awoke in her heart, like a swelling 
stream, growing ever wider and deeper, 
threatening to overwhelm and destroy her 
quite. Gladly she would have wept, but 
she dared not. It sounded twelve o'clock ; 
and Strauss gave the signal for the per- 
formance of the new waltz. The gay dancers 
stood up, Sophie on the arm of the happy 
bridegroom. All stand spell-bound with 
the wondrous witchery of those magic 
sounds. They forget to dance, they gaze 
wonderingly up at the pale man in black, 
whose grief-torn soul breathed out its woe 
through the sounding strings of his instru- 
ment. His bow moved, with his heart 
went his spirit. The bridegroom led off 
— they dance and dance. Strauss follows 
the flying pair with tearful eyes — torn 
heart. They dance and dance, and will 
never cease. Strauss played and played 
and played, and will never stop his won- 
derful waltz, which so fearfully affects both 
him and them. They dance and dance ; 
he played and played — suddenly the E 
of his violin snaps, and in that moment 
Sophie falls dead upon the floor. Violin 
and bow fall from his trembling hands, 
and with a cry of horror, he shrieked, 
" Sophie," and fell fainting on the ground. 

Since Sophie's death, the waltz is 
called by her name ; Strauss loved her 
till his death. He, too, is dead, but his 
Sophie Waltz yet lives. 



E^A pretty women pleases the eye ; a 
good woman the heart. The one is a 
jewel, the other a treasure. 

Love is strongest in pursuit — friendship 
in possession. 

Sorrow shows us truths as the night 
brings out stars. 



